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COLLAPSED AGAIN. 


** The strain attached to the general construction and publication of the ‘CHRISIMAS HOLIDAYS’ has, of course, been too much for Papa, and he is now 
confined to his chamber, resting serenely on his laurels and a hammock. A few friends have advised his removal to Central Africa, but Dad says English 
loveliness is quite good enough for him. Probably this allusion has something to do with Tottie and Lardi. Papa’s health, I feel sure, depends entirely upon 
the sale of his ‘Curistmas Houipays.’ Should the circulation this year reach half a million, there will not be a healthier man in England.”’—Toorsit. 


VERY LIKELY. POISONER PEL.. 


—~— 


Ix 1872, the mother of Albert Pel, clockmaker, of Paris, 
died suddenly and mysteriously. In 1879, Marie Mahoin, 
Pel’s servant, fell ill, but left his house and quickly recovered. 
In the same year Eugenie Meyher, who was staying with 
him, fell dangerously ill and mysteriously disappeared. In 
1880, Pel's first wife died after two months of married life. 
In 1881, Pel’s second wife and mother fell mysteriously ill, 


to live with Pel, gave hinia large portion of her savings, 
refused to give more, and mysteriously disappeared. 

What was this woman-sliyer like when he came up for 
trial in June, 1885?) If he had appeared on the stage y 
alchemist or sorcerer, the sight of Vim would hav Ise 
shudder—a wan, grim-looking. sallow death's head ; round 
the neck a dirty white handkerchief twisted and partly 
hiding an unsightly swelling ; the parchment-like skin on 
the cheeks drawn down to the thin lips, which now and 
again were twisted into a sinister grin, whilst behind the 
gold spectacles the eyes seemed like two little holes, the 
edges of which were red ; a weak, straggling moustache, 
and a ragged imperial completed the picture. There he sat 
or stood long hours together, cold | implacable, never at 
a loss for an Ane sly, a ty er on his ear One 

“ i overcoat ?" “Yes. And what is he going into the chemist’s shop for, 2?” “In all human woman, not name in the above list, very nearly fell into 
“That me eat Sap nl ge gerard pcr mediciuc, probability, my boy, he eantlcing from a slight coll on the chest, and is about his clutches, but hesitated and escaped, She did not like 
‘The Magic Cough Elixir, the infallible specific for colds and bronchitis.'" tu epend a few coppers in some remedy that will afford bim immediate relief." the look of him, she said. One of his victims was a woman 


a 
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but left him and recovered. In 1884, Elise Boehmer came . 


past forty, and very ugly, but all were not bad-looking. In last 
Ss HALE-HOoLIDAY” were given most of the details of the 
crimes, We propose now only te note afew singular facts elicited 
atthe trial The wife of a former fellow-apprentice hearing 
Madame Pel was dend.ashed who was with the corpse, Why, 
nobody.” said hey “she wont runaway.” A professor of Nanterre, 
Where Pel ones dived. said Pel passed himself off as a man of 
selenee. nd said he liad invented aremedy against phylloxera, He 
and th professor tried it without suceess, Pel also said he was 
makin experiments incremation, Lhe body of one at least of his 
victims was cremated, 

Pel's landlord.at Nanterre. asserted that Pel had told him he had 
deeply studied poisons, especially those that leave no trace, When 
he left his lodgings, he carried with him heavy boxes, which he 
said were full of poisons. 

At the lodgings from which the first mysterious disappearance 
had occurred, the door-porter, after Pel had left, found a quantity 
of blood on the floor nat walls. Pelexphkuned that he had vomited 
blood. ° Hizh up oon the walls!" asked the judge, and then 
inquired why he had not used his pocket-handkerchief, “1 never 
carry one,” said Pel, 

Of Pel's last vietim, one of his near neighbours said that on 
July 7th she saw her (Elise Boehmer) through a half-opened door 
vomiting dreadfully. * You are ill, Madame,” she said. The other 
had not the streneth to reply, bat signed to her to come nearer, 
“PT suffer horribly.” she manmiged to say; my chest and throat are 
on fire—my tongue parched.’ The neighbour sent for a doctor, 
who, however, could not come. The woman grew worse, On the 
Vth there wasamarriage fre next door,and before going to it, the 
neighbour came to see her friend, She had been vomiting for 
hours. Her lips were swelled. The least touch ofa spoon, she said, 
burned her dreadfully. In the evening, the neighbour returned 
and approached the bed. The dying woman feebly repulsed her, 
and ina terrified voice, ered. * Who are you? What do you 
want?” then raved wildly, The other ran away. Pel arrived at 
the moment. and locked the door on her, 

When questioned, Bel said that the woman had gone away ina 
cab, but he did not know where to. Meanwhile, with curtains 
drawn, he kept an enormous tire blazing day and night. A neigh- 
bour climbed a ladder and peeped inat the room, The tire was out 
then: bat on the hearth wis a strange heap of cinders, the sight of 
which give hersaturn, “What did vou think it was!” asked the 
judee, 7 E thought,” she replied, * he'd been cooking the woman.” 

Pel had two trials, At the tirst he was condemned to death, but 
at the second to penal servitude for life, they having discovered 
“extenuating circumstances.” French law is curious, 

* * * * e e 


LAITEST FROM THE ANGLES OME, 
Dillium and me thank frends for kynd inkwiries. 
billiume is ritin a deckcher oun is parst lif as a pirait, wich is 
shortli too be giv, 
iam to taik the moni att the dores, 
eres a charnet, 


ralli roun, 
CNewt week. An Artful Dodge.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
a= 
*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped cnrelope large enough tocontain the 
contributions submitted, Do not incluse loose stamps. 


Many thanks for letter, ARV EY ; Tt, of course, it as you &aye 
Much obliged, AS OLD ADMIRER; Cant you go another way? 
Quite a big colivction, Weevin, Ne, we do not, FL SS, Right, 
of course, MACNAT THE SECOND; You could hardly have done 
less, Dust about the sane we fancy. Why not test them, PHIL, 
yourself 2 Stover doesnt run it, WAROLD, Merely for the paltry 
welt. Maren't any space, AX Arist; Weare ever-crowded now, 
Mrs. Sloper saw if, VENNSY; You can figure out the row, uite 
another matter, Wowie; That's a hapny, by the way. Much 
obliged for notice, WALLY, But we really cannot say, 


——>—_ 
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PARIS 
On sale at all Kivsques and ookscllers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
speeial arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 
NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the nevt-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Sereants on duty crcepted who shall happen to mect 
with hisor her death inva Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of ° ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Hovipay” be fownd upon the Deecased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY ” ¢x published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wedarsday afternoon at 1 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts onc week from that time, eapiring at Loeclock the 
following Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD.: 


et 
Bufftes. V heard just now that Scribbler gets £500 for every tale 
he writes. He must be aclever writer, 
Cufics. That doesn't follow. Ile may only be a clever business 
man, e* 
* 
Fricad, Wello. Gaimbleton |! What's the matter. old man? 
Grunbleton, Marvter enough! Powas in that collision on the 
N.S. E. & W. Railway vestere and Pm blowed if I wasn't the 
only one in the bally Compartment who wasn’t injured, and I've 
insured in the Accidcutal for the last three years, too, It’s enough 
to provoke a saint. ad 
THE maid wore a coat, collar, necktie and shirt, 
And parted her hair on the side: 
But when serecone vddressed her as 8 
And ran te her ecloumber and ep 


=z * 
* 


Aristocratic Visitor, Waw—er—my good fellow, I—haw—want 
a—haw—haw—syphon of sods. ; , 

Comical Chemist. Vin afraid, sir, youll have to sigh-for-‘un, ’cos 
we don't keep them. 


she felt hurt, 


* 
* 


Mistresa of House, Vr extremely sorry, Miss Governess, but I 
am obliged to give vou notice, 

Mise Goeernces. Videcd, madam? 
have to tind, or what— 

Mist ress of Mouse, No fault at all. my dear young lady, only cook 
has taken adisiike to you, and says she won't live in the same 
house with you, sa of compre Vou moet go, 


May I iuquire what fault you 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY., 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 502.—The “Little Welsh” Costume. 


A sensational skirt dance (unin- 
tention) 


“Tere’s a penny, my lal. Just tell me 
if my buots want cleaning.” 


Daughter, Oh, papa ! here is a bird we have just caught inthe garden, I should 
so like to keep it as a pet, if I only knew what it eats, 

Absent-minded Professor, Vil soon find that out by cpening it and examining 
its crop, 


First Tramp. 1 vever was so hinsulted 
in my life! 

Second Tramp. Didu't she give you 
ansthing ? 

First Tramp. Yus, a cake 0° soap, 


Miss Harding, being short of pocket- 
money, wonders whether she can turn 
a torn dress into a divided skirt. 


(15 
AS 4 


‘ 
igr* 


(Saturday, December 9, 1893, 


At the Barnchoot’s Club 
The Nabob (whose liver isu 
devil do you mean by this?” oe eee waiter, what the 


Waiter, Yes air’ Eh. oi 
sig? aiter, Yes, sir. Eh, sir?) Beg pardon, What's the matter, 


The Nabob, This infernal soup! It ist 

: : oe Al soup: 00 salt smok 

there's no favour in it, and it's full of hairs and oe a mt 

—and—and there's not half enough of it, dammee, sir ! mes 
* 


Englishman. So that lady is the rirandiére, in she? 
renchman, Yes, sare, la fi regiment ; vat y ' 
daughter of de regiment. EES Neg imrah's YX SOW) call) 

Englishman, Humph ! 

Aachen, Vot you tink, sare? 

Unglishman, 1 was thinking that she look H non 
to be the mother of most of you. ed-nenele alt unos 
* 


i 2, » 

Tts sad, indeed, to contemplate 
In this drear life below ; 

How oft the wheel (weal) of fortune brings 
Us hapless mortals woe. 


She. Er—do you believ é J ivi veddi 
et ios e in the practice of giving wedding pre. 
He, Well, yes, I think I do, You see, it’s only right the yo 
fellow should get something to console him in his aitliction. ; 
Stubbs, | wonder why it is that H R 
‘lifticulty of catching a vensel asleep ai ae touted 
Tubbs. Kecause it's not so weazelly done, don'tcherknow, dv, 
old chappie. (A nd then he made good his cxeay 


s 
“GENTLEMEN of the jury,” said the prisoner's counsel, “1; 
client is charged with having kissed the prosecutrix. {am in- 
structed to plead guilty. He did it. gentlemen, under the influes . 
of drink, and I'm convinced, gentlemen, that when you have ser 
the prosecutrix in the box you cn come to no other conclusion.” 


s 
Dora, Oh, what a periect love of a hat, dear! 
Cora, Yes, it’s awfully pretty, isn't it?) But Tean't wear it; it 
doesn’t suit my hair. [shall have to change it, I suppose. , 
Dora, Wouldn't it be a better idea, as you like it xo much, to— 
to change your hair? *° [And then the hairpins tt 


Old Boy, it isa big mistake to marry for money, young ni 
and Mg you will find it. Love is a thing which makes the world - 
round. 

Young Boy, Oh! well, ve no objection to her loving me. 


s 
At the Ball, Scexe—Ladics Cloak Roam, 
Firat Fair Thing, Do you believe in all this fuss that’s bein: 
made about kissing breeding disease, and all that? 
Sceond Fair Thing (dabbing at her check with powder put 
No, dear; but I consider it’s awfully injurious to the complexion, 


s 
Jack, Brown doesn’t seem to be able to take a joke now. He'> 
got awfully tender-skinned since his marriage. 
Tom. Yes; 1 suppose it’s because he’s so often in hot water. 
s 
It's one of those curious circumstances of which there are anr 
number knocking about in this world, that you can’t get a goon 
square meal unless you pay a good round sum for it. : 
= 


SHE bought a chain for which she gave 
Two shillings bright and round, 
And did it willingly to save 
Dear Fido from the pound. 


And yet, she says, a wicked game 
Put Fido past recall, 

For ruthlessly the catchers came 
And took him, chain and all. 


Ethel. Pa wants me to marry that horrid Mr. Sheckells 
Maud. Is he well off? 
Lthel. | wish he was—about a thousand miles off, 


s 
Young Sharpshina, What is the difference, dad, between iti in: 
and etching? 
Old Sharpshins. In the one case, my bos, you scratch a mei! 
plate, and iu the other you scratch yourself, 


s 
Backward Lover (nerrously). Do you think—er—Miss Ethel. 
your father would ever give his consent to our engagement! 
Miss Ethel. Well, to tell you the exact truth, George, | believe 
he’s just dying to. irs 
* 


“T's all nonsense all this talk about beigg ruled by your wifes 
mother,” said young Numbskull, arrogantly ; “you woulda‘t erteh 
me putting up with her, I can tell you.” “No, old fellow.” putin 
a Benedict, sadly, “you'd tind she'd put up with you fur—about 
three months at a time.” — 

s 


Old Friend. By Jove, Penhecker, how you've altered since your 
marriage ! 
Penhecker, Have 1? So has my, wife. 


* 
She. 1 met Edith Gittinon last night, dear. Don't you think 
she's gone off? ; 
He. Gone otf?) Why, I heard old Gittinon say, only the other 
day, he wished to gooduess she would! : 


* 
Jones, Young Robinson is inclined to be bandy-legzed. 
Smith, What a strange inclination ! Very taste on his part. 


~ 
It’s a wonder the locomotive engine never gets discourage’. 
It’s su constantly meeting with rererses. 
+ 


* 
She. Do you approve of cousins kissing, Mr. Goodfvour? 
He, ¥Er—well, I think it—it ought to depend upon whether the 
female cousin is good-looking or not. 


“On, solitude! where are thy charms?” 
Sang Jones in hopeless plight. 

When he, for getting speechless blind, 
Got locked up for the night, 


* rae 

Bore, Ah! good morning. I've just dropped in to kill time—t 
pass an hour, you know. . 

Busy Business Man. We couldn't think of allowing Time to b 
killed here; we don’t get enough of him, as it is; and as for ptr 
ing an hour, 1 couldn't possibly spare the change—every nunite 
valuable. Good-bye, Aa 

* 


Muggins. It's only a step from the ridiculous to the sublime. 

The’ Professor, That's just where you make the mistake. 1 
young friend. It is but a step from the sublime to the ridiculoi- 
but having arrived there, there is no getting back again, for !t ” 
impossible to bridge the gulf which separates the two. A profes 
may make himself ridiculous, but a fool can never be—sublime. 
pte reat ah ec Ne Sh SR 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny: 


LARKS. 


Just Out. Sixteen Pages. One Penny. 


“CHRISTMAS LARKS.’” 


Saturday, December 9, 1393.] 
TOOTSIE ON “OLD BOYS.” 


-—~— 


“ Tp." wrote Charles Dickens, * we had to make a classification of 
cociety, there are a particular kind of men whom we should set 
: down under the head 
of *Old Boys’ ;" and 
he gives us an ine 
stance in Mr. John 
Dounce, a retired 
glove and — braces 
maker; a widower, 
resident with three 
daughters, all grown 
up and all un- 
married, in Cursitor 
Street, Chancery 
Lane. 

is Regular as clock- 
work,” was John 
Dounce, “ breakfast 
at nine, dress and 
tittivate a little, 
down to the Sir 
Somebody’s Head, 
glass of ale and the 
paper, come back 

again = an take 

\ daughters out for 
‘ \\y a walk, dinner at 

three, glass of grog 

and a pipe, hap, tea, 


little walk, Sir Some- 

body's Head again— 

: capital house—de- 

1 lightful = evenings. 

VX There were Mr. 
Rosamund: WINIFRED EMERY, Harris, the law 
stetioner, and Mr. 


Jennings, the robe maker, and Jones, the bar..ster’s clerk—rum 
fellow, that Jones—capital company—full of anecdotes ; and there 
they sat every night, till just ten minutes to twelve, drinking their 
brandy and water and smoking their pipes, and telling stories, and 
enjoying themselves with a kind of solemn joviality particularly 
edifying.” 

In his delightful play, Sowing the Wind, which has proved so 
successful under Me. Comyns Carr's able management at the 
Comedy Theatre, Mr. Sydney Grundy introduces us to two 
Dickensian old boys likely to long live in the memory of grateful 
lavgoers. . Briefly let_ me teil you the story. Mr. Brabazon and 
Mr. Watkin are two old boys, who many years have been cronics, 
and have, in their time, sown a few wild oats. indeed, Brabazon, 
in his salad 
days, had for- 
ned a liaison 
with a pretty 
zirl of humble 
birth, and 
whom he had 
intended to 
marry had not 
Watkin, in an 
ill-starred mo- 
ment, blun- 
dered into the 
belief that she 
was playin 
his frien 
fulse. He, 
therefore, per- 
sided ra- 
hizon to cast 
his mistress 
of, and she, 
poor creature, 
initurally did 
wll that) was 
left her to do 
—yo to the 
bil. In the 
noisy “life of 
pleasure” that 
followed she 
was known 
as * Baby Bra- 
bant.” As a 
rule the life of ; 
these “ babies" is short, and Brabazon, now a nighly respectable 
old gentleman, imagines that the companion of his giddy youth 
was long since dead, until one day Mr, Deakin, his solicitor, comes 
to tell him that “Baby Brabant” has only just died, and that 
she left a daughter, whose whereabouts are unknown. 

Now, Brabazon has adopted a young gentleman, of the name of 
Ned Annesley, and for whom he has selected a wife. The lady does 
not suit Ned, who loves something much more seductive, in the 
shape of Rosamund, a concert singer. About this Rosamund, poor 
old Watkin, out mare's nesting, finds suspicious circumstances—or 
rather, thinks he does—and almost stops a second marriage, but. in 
a grand scene—one of the most powerful, surely, to be found on the 
stige—the brave girl, desperately fighting in her own cause and 
urged on by the love for the man she is to lose, reveals the fact that 
she is Brabazon’s own daughter, on which discovery, you may be 
sure, the repentant father consents, and all ends happily. ; 
The acting 
in this play 
of Mr. Bran- 
don Thomas 
and Mr. Cyril 
Maude as the 
Old Boys, and 
Mr. Sydney 
Brough as 
Ned, is_per- 
fect, and ex- 
cellent char- 
acter sketches 
are thrown in 
by Miss Rose 
Leclerq, Mrs. 
Campbell 


'r, Brabaron: 
Brandon Tuomas. 


Mr. Watkin. 
CYRIL MAUDE. 


Jan obert- 
son, and Mr. 
Dennis. _ Of 
Miss Wini- 
fred Emery's 
performance 
it is impos- 
sible to apeat 
in too high 
terms. Most 
powerful, 

eart-moving 
and = sympa- 
thetic is it 
and 1 should 
like to punen the person to whose eyes it does not bring tears. 

And the scenery and the dresses delightful both, and with an 
old-fashioned charm about them that is thoroughly to the modern 
tuste. Thank you, Mr. Carr, for the pleasantest of evenings. 


Sir R. Cursitor: 
EDMUND MAURICE. 


Mand Fretwell: 
ANNIg HUGHES. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A PENNY A LINE. 


THE sub-editor had just returned from his lunch on Monday, 
Tt was dull and cold. the oftice tire had been allowed to go out, and 
that sad chilluess that holds a man whilst the process of digestion 
goes on inside him rendered him irritable. The door was pushed 
open, and a poor Flect Street: quill-driver—one wi scented out 
and hunted news to its very lair and then retailed it ata penny a 
line—looked in, 

Want a ten-line ‘par’— Rival of the Queen's new lion at the 
Zoo—pres'nt from the King v' Noobia’?” he asked, blue with the 
cold. 

“No good to us, thanks.” 

“Oh, lor, what a pity!" 

“Very likely ; but it's not over fresh nor particularly startling.” 

Fora moment the poor scribbler hesitated, It was clear that in 
his need of silver he was searching his imagination for something 
that wae both new and startling. 

a Heng about the big boa-constrictor gettin’ eaten by a rabbit?” 

‘No 


“Give us half a dollar—I'1l tell you all about it.” 

SLOPER’s young man weighed out the coin. 

“Of course, you won't go putting it all over Fleet Street, will 
ou!—but this is how it happened. Yes'd'y morning, when the 
keeper o' the Reptile House went to feed the snakes—rbbits, live 
rabbits, they're fed on, mostly—he notived that one o’ the rabbits 
was an extraordinary wide-awake chap, and no sooner did he pop 
him in the boa’s glass case than, sure enough, he doesn't wait for 
the serpint to begin, but he starts on the bloomin’ serpint. Well, 
the keeper was av humane man and didn’t care for the sickly sight 
of seeing the serpent swallow the poor chap—besides, they don't 
like bein’ looked at when they're eating—and he was just going 
away when, with one suddin gulp, the snake made a grab at poor 
bunny and swallowed him like a gob of greased lightnin’.” 

He stopped for a minute to watch the effect of his story on the 
sub-editor, but that hardened criminal merely inquired : 

“That's all?” 

“Oh, no—not by a long chalk. Keeper went away to look after 
the other snakes, and didn't come round again for over half an 
hour. What «lye s'pose he see?” 

“Why, the snake asleep, I suppose?” 

“Not a hatom of him, sir—not one single hatom! But there 
was the rabbit ound asleep, and so full, he couldn't have waddled 
an inch if he'd been wide awake.” 

“But how did he get there!” 

“Easy enough. You sev, when the boa swallowed him, he did so 
ao hastily that he altogether forgot to kill him; and that artful 
little beggar, no sooner did he get inside than he turned to and ate 
his way out, and then ate up the rest o’ the snake. When Mr. 
Bartlett held an inquest on him, after he'd died of indigestion, 
rd found every sill, rafter, and lath of that there snake inside 
of—' 

He just dodged out of the door in time to miss the leaden ink- 
Les a he will be wise to give 9) Shoe Lane a wide berth for 
awhile. 


—_——_—_—_—. 


SLOPER ON THE COAL STRIKE. 


A. SLOPER, with his son, yest’re’en 
Was in the coal-vault standing 

And words of wisdom, cute and keen, 
From off his chest were landing. 

“That coal can now once more be got 
Is really prime and splendid ; 

But it’s all a Jot of tommy-rot 
To say the Coal Strike's ended !” 


Then Alexandry laughed, “ Ha, ha!” 
And cried with sneers, “Oh, blow it! 

T long have thought you mad, Papa, 
But now, by Jove! 1 know it.” 

And SLoPER gave his son some thumps, 
And gave his son a shaking ; 

Then with his hammer big, big lumps 
Of coal he started breaking. 


“For many a weary fortnight back, 
The coal which I’ve been buying 

Has been the thinnest sort of slack ; 
But if you'll watch me plying 

My hammer now, you'll own that they've 
A false, false yarn been spinning : 

The Coal Strike is not ended, knave— 
The Coal STRIKE’s just beginning!” 


——— eee 


THE MISTAKE OF A NIGHT. 


It was night. And mrhatanight! But though the blast blew 
fierce and furious as they emerged from the little steam-heated 
mortuary whercin the “Elocutionary Entertainment and Penny 
Readings” had been held, Thompson Shorewhitie cared not a rap 
for he, he it was who had conquered in the fray of impassione 
looks, and his was the proud privilege of seeing the brunette 
divinity who had given, “ Fetch the Stretcher; Father's Blind,” to 
eultios and rapturous applause, to her somewhat distant 

ome. 

Scrunch, scrunch, scrunch, their footsteps resounded along the 
freezing high-road. Whe-ew! blew the winds, but neither cared a 
daumson pasty. They had not much to say, for the howling of the 
breeze drowned most other sounds, and the fair one, having a 
slight cough, and being an ardent student of the medical coluinn 
in the weekly paper, religiously kept her mouth closed, and 
breathed through her nose. 

But, lawks! how happy Thompson was. Ever and anon he 
bestowed a gentle squeeze upon that tiny gloved hand nestling 
upon his sleeve, and drew the yielding arm closer to the sixpen- 
north of coppers in his overcoat ticket pocket. He as happy! 
And when at last he left her at her father's garden gate, he kissed 
her and begged her, now that he might call her his, to try one of 
So-and-So’s patent cough lozenges. He fumbled, with gloved 
fingers, in his waistcoat pocket, and gave her one, and she kissed 
him once again. 

And now the match is “off.” She wrote, breaking it off on the 
very following morning, and in her letter was inclosed a metal 
trousers buttun, bearing the legend, “Rhino Brothers’s Patent 


blexible.” 
————— 


GRATITUDE, INDEED! 
Growler, Vl never do a good-natured action again, so help my 


ti) 

Friend, What's gone wrong now? 

Grorvler, Why, you know Sharker, the solicitor. Well, he and 
I were pals, and he was supposed to be dying, so I went to bid him 
good-bye. “If we could only rouse him,” said the doctor, “we 
could pull him round. Would you sce what you can do?” Sol 
set to work and called him all the liars and thieves I could think 
of, and as I'd known him some time, of course I knew pretty well 
where to touch him. Presently he began to wake up, and then he 
roused sufticiently to threaten to kick me out of the room. Well, 
now, he has quite recovered. and I'm blowed if he isn’t suing me 
for libel and slander! There's gratitude for you! 


Every Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


Ready December 14th. One Halfpenny. 


“CHRISTMAS QUIPS.” 


TWENTY-FOUR PAGES. 


A CLEVER GIRL. 


S WH At! d've mean to save attersll your blooming vowsand pro- 
Mises, Vou're gei cet Tike a dirty fitthe sneak aud) refuse to 
make me Lady Vile. 
loose, atter all" ox. " 
claimed = Miss Kiity 
Catzpaw, inquirins! 
as she reclined ¢ 
fully upon the luxuri- : 
ously upholstered fe 
lounge in her tastefully , 
got-up bou-duaras se 
called it." You don't 
mean to say that’s your 
little game, eh, Jim- 
my!” ‘ 
The youthful lord- ¢: 
ling, thus familiarly 
addressed, desisted 
momentarily from his 
occupation of trying 
tu put a point to an 
incipient and alto. 
gether colourless 
inoustache, and looked 
across lazily at) the 
speaker. 

“fo yuess  vou've 
about hit it, Kitty,” 
he said, languidly ; 
“you always were a 
clever girl, you know,” 

“You— you — little 
beast!" — exclaimed 
Kitty, furiously ; then, 
calming herself almost. er 
instantly, she added, * But what if Pobring you inte Court: 

“Where's vour proof?" inquired Sis lordship, abruptly. 

“ Proof—it—er—lve got lots.” said Kitty. paling a little, never. 
theless, * Everybody at the theatre supposes you're going to marry 
me, and Pye your presents, and all that.” 

“Not much of aecase fora jury,” luighed Titeloose, 

“Well, Pve got vour notes, anyhow.” 

“ Precious lot o* good they'l) do you. was the laugh’ ng reply. 
“No, no, Kitty, | was always too sirrp to put anything compro. 
mising in them. Mere serawls, making appointments for drives 
and dinners, aren't loveletters. No; Eve always said you were 
a clever girl, Kitty ; but I've been one too many for you this time. 
Come, come! you know the guv‘nor ‘d kick up san awful row if I 
married against his wish; and, besides, there's plenty of other 
chaps about, and you've had a goad picking off me, you know, 

Kitty said nothing for a moment ; then she, tou, Seemed to come 


Mig ty 


“Tynes youve about lit, Woity.” 


Varthad to ra 
pet panion’s opinion, 
“Perhaps you're 
right, after all, 
Jimmy,” she — said, 
cheerily +“ who knows 
but—to—but what I 
may hook even a 
bizyver fish than vou, 
with anything like 
luck? Artful old boy, 
aren'tyou!” sheadded, 
rising, and playfully 
patting his cheek with 
her tingers, “And, 
now, look here, Jimmy. 
You want to part 
friends, so do F. Let's 
senl the bargain with 
last tare up. Order 
in a nice little dinner 
from Gitano’s—plenty 
ofcham, you know, and 
we'll drink success to 
each other and part. 
There, knew you 
would, Trot along 
home and dress, and 
order the dinner for 
eight sharp—and mind 
you're here in time. 
here, trot along, 
Jimmy; I’ve got one 

or two important things to do before you come back.” - i 

Fight o'clock arrived, and so did Tileloose and the dinner, The 
latter was a glorious success, and the wine flowed so freely that 
his lordship was ina pleasing condition of semi-inebriation. 

“Dash't all, Kitty!” he exclaimed, rising unsteadily and 
attempting to bestow an amorous embrace upon her; “you'sh 
doosh'd fine gal, aft’l, dashed if—hic !—you're not.” 

“Think so, old chappie!” said Kitty, sweetly ; “then do me a 
last favour, there's a dear boy.” 

“Wa'sh that—money’sh! Is’h fifty any use?” . 

“No, I don’t want money,” said Kitty ; “IT want you just to put 
your autograph in my album—beneath your photo, you know— 
just. for remembrance sake, Ah, that's right! Po knew you 
wouldn't refuse me such a trifle. Ticre’s the pen: now, steady, 
your hand’s a bit shaky, you know—there, in that little open 
xpace below the photo.” That's right—good boy, Jimmy, guod 
boy! And, now, when am I to be Lady Tileloose 2” 

Something in her manner seemed to partly suber the youthful 
aristocrat. 

“Ladv_ Tileloose?” 
he exclaimed, angri- 
ly;  “what’sh the 
doosh of talking such 
rot; haven't I told 
you—never !” 

“Then,” said Kitty, 
calmly, “it’s rather a 
pity you put your s 
nature to this agrec- 
ment promising to 
marry me in_ three 
months or forfeit three 
thousand pounds.” 
And, opening the al- 
bum, she pulled out 
Tileloose’s photo, and 
took outaclosely writ- 
ten paper from the 
back, the end of which 
had just filled up the 
little slit where his 
lordship had signed. 

“ That was what you 

ut your name to, 

immy, old ue 


Curie 


The wine flowed freely. 


chap! 
she said, thrusting it 
into the bosom Of her 


dress, “What have 
you got to say 
xow?” 
For « full minute “That Was what you put your antic te” 
his lordship spoke 
not. Then he give vent to a prolonged whistle. 


“Dash it all. Kitty! he exchumed ; “lL was right, afterall, You 
areaclever girl!” 
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“Why not? Tere goes!" ( Writes)—“ A young 
man, of a relivious turn and thoroughly competent to 
luuk after the family plate, would be glad,” etc., etc. 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
af her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


No. 316.—Miss VaL Moore. 


“T know no beauty that to hers compares.” 
—The Dook Snook, 


“What wonder that my heart I've lost completely !" 
—Lord Bob. 


“A captive I, in Cupid's fetters pinioned.” —The Hon. Billy. 


2 


Ze a 


oe 


(1) “No! McNah, Aw wull not gie ve a dram, and you wi’ the blue devils and delcecious 
trembles looking out o’ yer ceu. Aw’'il open ye a buttle o’ ma’ tine ginger beer, tho’.” 


ALLEGORICAL.—Fishing for Jacks. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


OISTINGUISHED PEOPLE 


Directly it got wind that A. SLOPER was off to Afric’s burning sands to interview 
his douyhty pal, Cecil Rhodes, Gladstone immediately called a Cabinet Council. 
“This must uot be!" said W. E.G. “He'll have us the hip on,” said gloomy Lord 
Ripon. “The thought makes me poorly,” said scared Mr. Morley. “Poorly! Quite 
ill, I am,” said nervons Sir William.—(1) But while the Cabinet was anxiously 
debating what was to be done to prevent him going, A. SLOPER, in his trusty ship 
Bow Street, was steaming merrily away, the Rover's flag flying defiantly at the main. 
The G.O.M., so far nonplussed, wired to Sir Heury Loch: “Send back A. SLOPER by 
first return mail at any cost."——(2) But when Sir Henry tried to arrest the intrepid 
free lance, the latter drew his revolver, aud, swearing he would make a dead Lock of 
the High Commissioner if he did not let him pass——(3) Sprang into the nearest 
saddle and galloped off to the frout. How A. SLOPER came upon Lobengula’s army, 
male his way into the enemy's camp disguised as a missionary, and won the battle 
of Buluwayo is now a matter of history. Then, flushed with victory, he songht the 
troops of the Chartered Company. Mr. Cecil Rhodes grasped him by the hand. 


McNAB INSULTED AGAIN. 


‘th a 


Cpr 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“Go on, Bill, didn't I tell yer I'd only got room for one?” 


INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—The HON. CECIL RHODES 


(2) The Elder had his indignant flight suddenly arrested. 


(Saturday, December 9, 1893, 


“George tells me that, in spite of 1). 
fact that Iam rich, he eel See 5 1 
will marry me. Ien't he kins, dear « 
—Extraet from Letter of Youny Lad, 


é “ 


we 
“be fo 
ey Jb 
“Our men,” said he, “are all in laager, ana I’m just off to reconnoitre.” A. Stover 
said he could sympathise with them, and hoped he would not be hard upon the briv: 
fellows, as he had often been that way himself; but the liquor in his case was gene: 
ally something stronger than lager, and that, as he was always given to understaui 
there was a spice of danger about reconnoitring, he woul:l e’en accompany his gallaut 
friend.—(4) “Come along, then,” said Mr. Rhodes, After making some important 
observations, they returned to camp, when Mr. Rhodes, after complimenting .\ 
SLOPER upon his coolness while reconnoitring, appointed him Reconnoitrer-Gener.! 
tc the Chartered Company. It was while on one of these expeditions alone that hv 
was vilely kidnapped by Sir Henry Loch's myrmidons and borne back to Cape Town. 
——(5) And from thence he was taken in tow by a British ironclad to the Port of 
London, and marched under escort to the Monument Station of the Metropolitan 
Railway, where he was provided by the Liberal Government with a third-single tv 
Blackfriars ; there he was met by the Family and the entire “SLOPE” staff, aud 
conducted, to the strains of “See the Conquering,” to 99 Shue Lane, 


(3) “It micht hae been as weel, mebbe, if Aw had let the blue deevils tas 
possession o’ the scoondrel, for the black deevil's rampant in him noo. 
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Pha me 
Ns -eub-uy> morbals + Co- command: suteess. 
Bub -blou-arb-more,> Sloperius , Chourt: mk or bal, 
Ard berg situror Gals our. air -godde ss Jorbuye?d 
DobR> Sweetly “Smile upobbee,: ard ° Succesy 
[gene feregoge . Coe lusiosz 2eoccersseeee 


Spespere Jin? 


SCOPL IN 
MOL) DAY: 


Raven 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


The Christmas Number is now out, as doubtless yow're aware; The motto for which is, my lads, very joys The Sailors, Tarts, and Mashers are quite tickled with delight, And acknowledge that 
heqgone from all dull care, I’m sure you will acknowledge that this year we take the cake, And the pieturcs form a quite delicious sight; And Hamlet, strutting ovr the stage, almost forgets his 
» A, SLoper’s CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS" will Christendom awake, We've had heapa of Testimoniala, cues The scholar, trotting off to school, hax loat hie memory, too: The passengers by bus and rail 
und Paddy, who's no fool, Asserts the splendid Number takes the shine from out Home Rule; The with laughter nearly shrick; And better than the Doctor ix our Number for the weak. But, non, 
uegger and the Chince, who are uxually most coy, Are pretty well bi side themselece, and dance for yowre surely heare enough from one whe is ne slowman, Bemaining "yours, as usual, Boys— 

THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


A CHEQUERED CAREER. 


“Gracious, Jack, here’s the last trouser button off, aud I've 
only a minute to spare!” “Never mind, Mac, do without ‘ew ; 
~huut your war cry, and they'll think you're vue of the clay.” 


Master. Don't you think, Sniffy, you carry your head mightily 
high for a mere bottle-washer ? 

Hoy (tears in his voice), Er—please, sir—I—bevs me weskite 
wade outer fayther's ole trowseys. 


te ani 


— 

PELs 1) - 

[Hoek Cam pore } f 
Tf 


A TAKING COMPLAINT. 
“My dear malam, you are suffering from a severe attack of 
kleptomania; you must take sumethiug for it.” “1 do, doctor; 
anything that comes within my reach—but it does nut cure me.” acveuty pounds!” 


“Yon filled that blank cheque for Brisket, the butcher, heture you sent it, of course?" “Oh, dear, 


Charlie, Lam so vexed; 1 quite furgot it, you kuow.” “ Theu we're rumed! 2 owe hin ure thats FANCY RA PORTRAITS. 


Nu. 19.— Leadew. 


SU 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


Se 
. AND TWO “D" ONLY! 
& THE deed is done; the bolt has fallen; the die is cast.” 
“ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS” has been published, and 
= the world—we may say 
co universe—stands aghast 
at the stupendousness of 
the production. Crowned 
heads pore eagerly o'er the 
stories; millions ghriek 
over the jokes, and 
hug themselves in pure 
delight at the pictures ; 
and professors of music, 
vocal and instrumental, 
strum all day at Ivan 
Caryll’s “Christmas 
Lullaby "—the world, in 
fact, flings down its two- 
pence for this mammoth 
work, and declares that 
it’s got ten times the 
vilue of its money, and a 
big lump over. Oh, 
“ALLY SLOPER’S 
CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS” 
has knocked ‘em! Who'd 
be without it H 


s 

It takes a good deal to 
make A. SLOPER’S eyes 
sparkle nowadays. “Un- 
sweetened " and other lit- 
tle necessities have taken 
the shine out of them 
long ago. But the parcel of 
Christinas cards sent him 
the other day by the Artistic Lithographic Co., 10 Bunhill Row 
E.C., almost succeeded in doing the deed. Each and every one of 
the cards are a spectacle in themieles and to this firm and none 
other must the laurel wreath be award this year. 


WE understand that an effort is being made by the Ball's Pond 
Banditti to purchase a suitably inscri dog collar as a Christmas 
present for their faithful hound, Bocco. Subscriptions may be 
forwarded to the oftice of Larks / and we doubt not that readers of 
that popular comic will come down handsome. Bocco’s staunch 
fidelity must have appealed to all. 


s 

Havine nothing better to do, and being, as usual, pretty well 
loaded with “ Unsweetened,” the Eminent. the other evening, paid 
n visit to the Tivoli Music 
Hall, and it goes without say- 
ing, of course, that he enjoyed 
himself. Although half the 
programme was made up of 
extra turns, they proved, fora 
wonder, to be of a first-class 
order, and the audience, in- 
stead of turning rusty, as they 
would have done at a good 
many music-halls, seemed to 
be delighted with the enter- 
tainment. Eugene Stratton is 
one of the artistes engaged 
here. His performance seemed 
tu cause general delight. 
A, W. Rowley, Alice Maydue, 
Albert Chevalier, and = Gus 
Elen were also popular turns. 


* 

For a good old bob's worth, 
ive us “Hood's Comic An- 
nual for 1894.” This year’s 
issue is better than ever. It is 
a clinking turn-out from first 
tolast. ‘The writers—who, by 
the way, are some of the best 
men yoing—have done their 
work well, and the artists, 
many of them not unknown 
to A. SLOPER, have come up to 
the scratch splendidly. To Mr. Charles Dalziel, boss-in-chief of 
“Tlood’s Comic Annual for 1894,” the thanks of a grateful world 
are due. ee 

s 


Ir there is one thing more than another that shocked the Hon. 
Billy during his recent visit to the Cattle Show, it was the dread- 
ful fat condition of the pigs. How ever man can be so cruel as to 
stuff the gay porkers to such an extent that they are little else but 
helpless lumps of fat is beyond his conception. 


ONE of the best of the Yuletide numbers is Snow Flakes, pub- 
lished from the ottice of the Lady, being the Special Christmas 
Number of that popular journal for gentlewomen. It is printed 
on superior paper. and contains numerous profusely illustrated 
stories by James Payn, B. L. Farjeon, Florence Marryat, Fergus 
Hume, and other leading writers, : t is cheap at a shilling. 


od 

It is always pleasant to encounter old favourites again, and 
Madame facart is such a well-established one that its revival at 
the Cri- 
terion is 
matter for 
especial 
congratula- 
tion. Offen- 


work is too 
well and 
widely 
known to 
renderany- 
thing more 
than pass- 
ing criti- 
cism of the 
present 
production 
necessary. 
Let us,how- 
ever, not 
forget a 
tribute of 
the very 
warmest 
; re are 
—_\ for iss 
Sa St. John's 
=> «rendering 

, of the title 
véle. Her singing and acting cannot fail to charm the most 
captious critic. Mr. Charies Conyers's agreeable tenor voice is 
heard to advantage, and Mr. Wallace Brownlow also pings con- 
scientiously, whilst Mr. David James, as the Marquis de Pont 
Sable, firmly establishes a reputation as a comedian of unquestion- 
able “bility: Credit, too, is nlso due to Miss Ellis Jetfreys for her 
excellent performance. Madame Favart ought to be seen by 
everybody. 


- this system, we shall 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYs 


“Jupy ALMANAC” invariably takes the bun, but this year we 
really think it romps away with every imaginable item of con- 
fectionery, Cram full of 

ood things as regards its 
Iremture, it is splendidly 
illustrated by most of 
those well-known — and 
popular artists associated 
with Mrs. Judy's old- 
established weekly, and 
the threepence it costs 
you is quite the most in- 
significant thing in con- 


nection with it. All 
bookstalls and news- 
vendors keep it, or you 


can get it direct from 99 
for 4d. It’s the best 
thing for the money 
we've seen yet. 


s 

A REFERENCE to the 
seventh page will show 
that in response to the 
appeal contained in our 
Christmas Number, sub- 
scriptions have com- 
menced to come in 
towards SLOPER's annual 
fund for benefiting 
some of London's desti- 
tute poor. ALLY can say 
without bragging that . 
this scheme of his has brought sunshine into many a cheerless 
home in former years, and with the generous aid of his ers 
he means to continue the g work. Subscriptions, how- 
ever small, will be thankfully received and acknowledged in the 
“ HaLF-HOLIDAY.” Now, then, let's have a little Christmas charity. 


s 

THE Mildewed Fossil has this day been graciously pleased to 
confer the “ Award of Merit” upon NANA GILFORT, because she's 
the  yees of the High Cable, “Feyther,” chirruped the Azure- 
Eyed, “hif hever there was a female Blondin, it's Nana. D'ye 
know, I've quite lost my youthful ‘eart to’er. ‘Ow, feyther—ow 
would you like to have a ‘igh-wire artiste for a daughter-in-law ?" 
But here a loud shriek from the doorway proclaimed the unfortu- 
nate fact that Alexandry’s query had n overheard by his 
betrothed ; and delicacy compels us to draw a kindly veil over the 
domestic scene that followed. ** 


THE statement that the Dook Snook has paid his laundress’s bill 
is, unhappily, unfounded. The mistake arose owing to His Grace 
imagining he had won one of the magniticent prizes offered weekly 
in Quips. What a wondrous ha'port! that paper is, to be sure! 


s 

It seems that that unwelcome visitor, the Intluenza Fiend, who 
has intruded himself upon our native soil on and oif for the last 
five or six 
-ears, has 
once more 
honoured old 
England 
with a visit. 
And what is 
more, he 
seems just as 
lively and 
wicked as 
ever he was 
in the past. 3 
No one seems 
safe from his 
icy grip. 
However we , 
may attempt 
to ignore his 
presence and 
ridicule his 
power, it is 
neverthe- 
leasa fact that 
he is in our 
midst, and 
you—you 
who pride 
yourself upon 
your iron 
constitu- 
tion—may be : 
his very next victim. The influenza fiend is no respecter of persons. 
Young and old, rich and poor, weak and strong, alike are crushed 
beneath his iron heel. On the man who could for ever banish this 
dread being from this country a fortune would bestowed, 
together with the thanks of the whole community. 


s 

THE Friend of Man is A. SLOPER, and the Friend of Women, 
too (young preferred), and it cuts him to the heart to hear that 
thousands of hard-working seamstresses are being sweated to death 
making shirts at sevenpance a dozen, which the public pay for at 
the rate of seven or eight shillings each. The earnings of these 
unfortunate shirtmakers only average about four shillings a week, 
and the Union Shirt Company, of 26 Charlotte Street, eal 
Manchester, want this paltry pittance to be increased. They em- 
ploy cooly trade union labour, and pay the highest rate of wages to 
the workers. It’s an excellent and philanthropic idea, isn’t it? 
Happy the man who wears a non-sweated shirt. 


s 

“Every dog will have his day,” says the old saw, and, as far as 
Belgium is concerned, that day has just about arrived. The civil 
authorities in that 
country have de- 
cided that when a 
railway ticket has 
been taken fora dog, 
he is as much en- 
titled toa seatas any 
two-legged individ- 
ual. If English rail- 
way managers adopt 


doubtless see some 
curious sights. A 
railway carriage 
loaded with our 
canine friends, each 
perched on the seat 
dangling his legs 
floorwards an 
smoking his favour- 
ite pipe, cigar, or 
cigarette, as the case 
may be, would be a 
novelty, if nothing 
else. And why 
should not sume of 
our big lines intro- 
duce a dogs’ dining 
and sleeping car! 
Pullman himself 
might do something 
in this line, with benefit to his own pocket and the canine 
species alike. 


*/pRY 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR POR THE WEEK ENDING léTH DECEMBER, 1893. 
—~— : 


10th December, 1891.—The papers of this date state tha: 

remarkable trial had just been cone uded at St. foe : 
Vienna, At the village of Baumgarten, a skeleton was discover. | 
under a dung heap, and recalled to mind a tragedy of eight year. 
before, which was never satisfactorily explained. At that tine the 
eldest son of a farmer disappeared, and in his room was found 

paper saying that he was going to drown himself. His hat ‘tnd 
other belongings, with a Barer like the one found in his room, «.-;.. 
found in the Danube, and there were not many doubts that he |i: 
committed suicide. Several months afterwards a decayed corps: 
was taken from the river, and the brother of the deceased swor.- t., 
its identity. Suspicious circumstances caused the authoritirs 1, 
take the matter in hand, and the skeleton lately found was recy). 
structed by a Vienna anatomist, and it was then ascertained tit 
the dead man’s skull was broken by a sharp implement, 1). 
certain peculiarities about the teeth established the identity of 1)... 
skeleton as that of the farmer's son. Experts proved that the two 
papers found were written by the brother, who, after the death «i 
the elder, inherited the farm and led. He was found guilty 
and sentenced to death. - 


———————————————————————— eee 

11th December, 1888.—Samuel Crowther, aged Toa sti. 
maker, was hanged at Worcester Gaol this day for murder, 
before eight o'clock he was taken from his cell by Berry, and bein - 
somewhat bent and lame he walked to the scatiold with the a-<i-t. 
ance of a stick, He was pinioned on the drop, where planks we-r- 
arranged to support him in consequence of his infirmity. A droj.{ 
only 3ft. Gin. was allowed, but death, apparently, was instantane:i- 
Berry, after the execution, paid a visit to Kidderminster, wher: |. 
was féted in a remarkable manner. He visited several public. 
houses, and at one was induced to make a speech. He spoke of 
various executions carried out by him, and moralised upon |i)- 
public calling, One publican ottered him £5 to lecture in th. 
evening on his “ professional” duties. Berry conversed freely w it), 
all, and was followed about by considerable numbers of person-. 
Members of the Corporation were introduced to him, and he held 
quite a /erée at one hostelry. 


12th December, 1888.—James Grimshaw, a once fashion. 
able light-weight jockey died this day from cancer, at Pardubity, 
in Bohemia. After making Q great name for himself in tii. 
country he went to Germany, where he met with like success. [|. 
afterwards became a trainer, and had charge of a large number of 
horses. He left, however,a widow and six children unprovided for. 


18th December, 1721.—The Quakers this day petitioned ti. 
Commons that the words, “In the presence of Almighty God" by 
omitted from their solemn affirmation, A bill was brought in 
accordingly and passed into an act. 


14th December, 1832.— Under this date Raikes giv. < 
Sefton’s description of an interview with Prince Tallyrand. * Ie 
was ushered into the dressing-room of this celebrated octogenarian, 
who was under the hands of two valets de chambre, while a third. 
who was training for the mysteries of the toilette, stood lookin: 
on, with attention, to perfect himself in his future duties.” 


15th December, 1670.—Evelyn says of this day, “It wi- 
the thickest and darkest fogg that was ever known in the memory 
of man, and I happened to be in the very midst of it.” 


16th December, 1889.—Dr. Thomas held an inquest 
Marylebone Coroner's Court this morning on the body of amin. 
aged twenty-four. The evidence showed that the deceased and I:- 
sweetheart were, as the latter said, “larking,” when she happen 
to scratch his thumb. He disregarded the scratch, which festerss 
and resulted in blood-poisoning. He was admitted into 
University College Hospital, became delirious, and expired. 


AN UP-TO-DATE ANAGRAM. 


WHEN Georgie Washington of old 
Hewed down his father’s high 
Old “chestnut ” tree, then left untold 

That celebrated lie 
Which he'd have ventured on, no doubt, 
; But that he shrewdly felt 
His stern papa would bowl him out, 
And twice as hard him “ welt "— 
When Georgie did this hing: I say, 
The world took note of him, 
And booméd in a flattering way 
As being a PARADIGM 
Of virtues which both small and great 
And rich and poor should emulate ! 


But now we look with doubtful eyes 
On children who are sai 
O’er grown-up people's faults to rise 
“Superior by the head.” 
And hence of boyish George we say 
No words of loud acclaim, 
We merely in a casual way 
Transpose his previous name 
Of “ ParapicM ” (the wheeze, you twi; ’), 
And speak of him as “A DAM PRIG™! 


—_——e—_— 


HIS MOTHER'S BOY. 


THERE, upon the mantelpiece, in the plaice of honour—right | 
the middle—stands the photograph of “mother’s darling boy.” li: 
doesn't look a day more than seven, with an a ners but 
winning grin upon his characteristicully, well-developed mout! 
that may, to some extent, account for the dog-eared condition 
the “ mortarboard ” upon the cap he is holding in his hand. He is 
her only boy ; and in her mind she can almost see the day when. 
grown to man’s estate, he strives among his fellows and takes his 
place, a leader, not a follower, of men in the great and earnest batt: 
of life. Though he is miles away at boarding school she can heat 
the echo of his voice, and recalls, as she gazes at that plush-frame: 
effect of the local photographer, a hundred brilliant, thought!' 
things he said. And she draws from her bosom his letter—hi- 
letter that has caused so much exertion in the art of “ pothookius 
roundhand—probably written with his tongue out—to produce : 


“ DeaREsT MOTHER,—We break up on Friday, 80 I shall b- 
home on that night ; and who is coming to meet me at Waterloo 
I swopped my watch yesterday, with a boy in the village, for a bul: 
pup, and he's the best pup of the lot, and the only one witha black 
mark over his eye; and 1 came off rather bad in od poe gre 
class through not remembering what Kalal, the capital of Belu- 
chistan, was famous for, and, not thinking, 1 must have said Bui 
Pups. But he’s an awful nice pup—and I have got gravel m:!. 
which isn’t serious—but Jim the porter says, if he gets worm=, the 
best thing is to give him some eureka nut ; and I can't think where 
I lost that half-crown that Uncle John gave me, so that ing 
some money, but don't trouble till I come home, so good-bye, with 
kind love to dear pa and grandpa—he's just tore the seat out of wy 
grey trousers with his teeth, so no more. Your loving Oh e 


Ewery Wrednesday. Twopence- 


JUDY. 


Just Out. Threepence. 
JUDY ALMANAC 
For 1894. 


~ 
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saturday, December 9, 1693.) 
NOT SOAP-ORIFIC. 


(AT LEAST, WE HOPE NOT.) 


+ ac pears that certain foreign people now use, for scrubbing and cleaning 
purposes, oranges, in lieu of suap.) 


THE various soap- 
providers’ “ads” 
(As numerous ns 
our modern fads) 
Of full publicity 
have scope ; 
, On wall and window, 
train and ‘bus 
- We meet this sapo. 
; naceous fuss— 
Oh, yes, where'er 
there's life 
there's Soap! 


4 


But many foreign 
folk we find 
Not saponaceously 

inclined, 

We hint yot that 
in dirt they 
grope— 

No, no; we hear 
they’ve other 
views, 

And that on scrub- 
bing days they 
use 


Fine Oranges in- 
stead of Suap! 


" ' vd ’ 
This being, then, a sweeter plan, 
Let’s imitate it—if we can 
(Not that we'd rob soap firms of hope). 
One soap, though, yet will keep in use, 
With some its use 1s most profuse : 
Of course, you'll guess, we mean—“ Soft Soap.” 


_——— 


THOSE GUINEA HAMPERS. 


ALL that dull December day, the worthy landlord of the Spotted 
Cat had been unusually busy, executing the numerous orders for 
his celebrated Christmas Hampers—a marvellous guinea’s worth, 
always in great demand among the aristucracy of the neighbour- 
hood as soon as ever the festive season appeared within reasonable 
distance, They preferred quantity to quality in those parts, and 
tuey got whit they liked when they went in for the Spotted Cat 
wampers, Here you can see the list for yourself, 

CASH VALUE. 
2 Bottles Fine Old Crusted Port (extra fruity) - - £0 8 © 


2 » Old Dry Sherry = ue te = = O08 Fo 

| ey Lateral (liqueur) - - - + 0 5 6G 

2 ” fy y - 

1 "Irish ; Ourown special - = - 070 

1 . FineGin - - + - + - + + 030 

1» Kumytemyearsvid)- - - 2+ = + USO 
£114 0 


- £110 


Tired ont and weary, the honest publican, after casting 2 com- 
vincent glance at 
the long row_ of 
hampers standing 
ready packed for 
dispatch on the 
morrow, gobbled a 
lusty supper, and 
retired to rest with 
the comely partner 
of his joys and 
sorrows, 

It must have 
teen some hours 
ater midnight 
when that — good 
lily was awakened 
from her peaceful 
slunbers by the 
sound of a half 
stiiled scream. Hastily turning, she saw her husband sitting 
up in bed, a look of intense horror, of acute agony, upon his death- 
pale face ; with bloodless lips, quivering limbs, protruding eyeballs, 
md cold eiammy brow, the wretched booze seller was indeed a 
pitiable object. 

Speak, Jim, speak !” implored the terrified woman, anxiously. 
“What is the matter 2—are you ill? Quick!” 
* N-00-00—er—no-0-0-0, not that.” 

“Then there are burglars in the house—you can hear them ; oh, 
don’t go down to them, we have the till safe up here.” 

“No, no,a dream ; an awful, awful dream !' 

“A dream? Isthat all to make such a fuss about? Well, I don't 
wonder at it after the supper you ate.” 

Woman,” was the stern reply, “do not drive me to madness. 
This was no ordinary dream; no mere nightmare of being mur- 
lered, or killed on a railroad, or falling out of « balloon; I—I 
dreamed—oh, the awful horror of it!—I dreamed sume one was 
making me drink one of those guinea hampers!” 


Our Cast! PRICE - - 


——_——— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
CissiE SUNFLOWER. 


Is April, May, and June, and 
when 

Benign July was smiling, 
Tisey bade me wield my graceful 

pen : 

To praise this most beguiling 
Of all the beauteous girls who live 
Vor pirouetting at the “ Friv.” 
They wished me of her charms to 


coo 
In August and September, 
And to immortalise her through 
October and November. 
And, since to do their will I failed, 
They cursed at me, and raved, 
and railed, 


But graceful smiles they will not 


AtY 
When they receive the reason 
Why I have kept her portrait 


it 
Until the boisterous season, 
When o'er our heads there glides, 
severe, 
The stormiest month of all the 
year, 


I've kept her portrait back till 


x t 
Ns ‘ now, : 
That scores of fellows, smarting 


With chills in feet, and hands, 
and brow, 
Upon her portrait darting : 
A glance, may, by that glance, regain 
The warmth by stern December ta’en. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


——— 
STANHOPE LINE, ALDERSHOT, Norember 30th, 1893. 
DEAR S1R,—Sceing in a contemporary of yours a competition 
for the most peculiar places for ac vertising, I thought it might 
interest you to know that, for the last eighteen months, I have 
had tattooed on my arm 1 picture of ALLY. SLOPER, holding up a 
ticket with £500 in his hand, This seems to me the most peculiar 
und best (as it is a living) advertisement of any of the competitors, 
1] have the honour to be Yours truly, 
SAPPER L. STEAD, Ist T.B.R.E. 


—_—o——_—- 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 195.—HeE Our-lercuLceses HERCULES, 
THe Friend of Mau has fora time 
Keen reading Virgil's works sublime, 
And by that episode so prime 
Where Prince Aneas secks 
The mystic regions underground, 
Where ghosts and phantoms swirm around, 
His soul was moved to awe profound, 
And pallid grew his cheeks, 


But brave and strong is SLOPER's frame, 
And sudden o'er his soul there came 
A glimmering of a noble aim. 

* My old forefathers dwell 
In those dark realms of dire despair, 
And I will visit them, I swear ; 
For, if .Eneas went down there, 

Why, L can go as well!” 
So to Avernus Lake he flew, 
A bone to Cerberus he threw, 
And o'er the Styx with Charon’s crew 

Of wan white shades he sailed. 
Then SLoPEnrs of the byzone years, 
Bearing huge pains and shedding tears, 
Beheld he; and with jecrs and sneers 

He mocked at them and railed. 
And when he'd done this deed of grace, 
“ My steps,” he cried, “111 now retrace!” 
But Pluto with a smiling face, 

Caught hold of him with joy. 
“Nay, SLOPER, nay! I've got you here, 
And, since I've always held you dear, 
You'll ne’er again on earth appear, 

But stay with me, my boy !” 
“You lie, Old Nick! you lie, that’s flat!” 
Said SLoPER, as he raised his hat. 
“Just cast your optic over that ! 

‘Twill make you spend some jolly days!" 
And out of Hades SLOPER tore, 
While Pluto, wriggling on the tloor, 
Was screaming wild with laughter o'er 

“ A, SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS.” 


TW oOo PENCE. 
Post free, Threepence. 


JUST OUT. 


ALLY SLOPER'S GHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED. 
A CHARMING SONG, 
“A CHRISTMAS LULLABY,” 
Specially composed by IVAN CARYLL, 
The words by GEorGE R. Sims. 


AND A DOUBLE-PAGE PLATE, BY W. F. TuuMAs 
(measuring 22in. x 15in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 


A Cartuos, BY W. F. ‘Tuomas, 


CHRISTMAS GREETINGS, 


AND A LARGE DRAWING, BY HAL LUDLow, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 
(Representing Tovtsie's pani Fc og with SLOPER'S Limelight 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
necer before published, 
T wor ENCE. 
GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, LONDON, E.C. 
ALLY SLOPER'’S 


CHRISTMAS APPBAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS RECEIVED :—Proprietor of “ALLY SLoreR’s TALF-HOLI- 
DAY,” £25; Collected per “ALLY BLOPER'S Poor Box,” £1 lus. 10gd.; A. 
SLOPER, Esq, F.0.M. (Weekly Donation), £1: MOKO, 7s. 6d.; BOR, 5s.; “GOOD 
OLD Sport,” 2s, 6d.; WILFRID DALZIEL, £1; “Tuk TURKE BEARS,” £3; 
HARVEY DALZIEL, £1; CHARLIE DALZIEL, £1; “Roy THE RUMFOOZLER,” 
10s.; PETER AND LORNA, lUs, 

Making a total received up to November 28th, 1893, £35 5s, 1042. 


THE PIERCINGS OF A SWORD. 
“There is that speaketh like the piercings of a sword."—SoOL MON, 
Go forth, oh, son, go blithely. 
And tell your friends in club, 
While revelling 1i htly, lithely. 
How vou gave old dad a snub, 
If vour father’s heart be broken, 
What grief need that afford? 
You are proud of the speeches spoken 
Like the piercings of a sword | 
Bice rejoice, oh, brother, 
The victory’s yours, ‘tis plain, 
For the daughter of your mother 
Ina tlood of tears is lain, 
You might well have spoken fiercer, 
For you neither raved nor roared, 
But you wrought your words to pierce her 
Like the piercings of a sword! 
Go forth, oh, husband, proudly, 
You have cansed the wife you've wed 
To grovel before you cowedly 
By a few harsh words ill-said. 
But better far had vou broken 
Her arm, or her body tloored, 
Than lave uttered those speeches spoken 
Like the piercings of a sword! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


THE Muses, instea! of living on Mount Helicon, should have 
their diggings on the Peu-Nine _ fills. 

LANDLORDS are hard-hearted people. When you are “broke,” 
they send you a man who is “ broker,” 
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SMYTHE. 
(A Stony oF MEDIAVAL TIMF:.) 
oe 
CHAPTER V. 
THE Lady Elfrida, whom we left at Maltonburz, the castle of 
the Baron De Smythe, was the only daughter of Do Suny the’s 


Stumbling into a cunningly devize! pitfall. 


deceased elder brother, and was therefore the cousin of John De 
Smythe and Geoffrey De Smythe. Her father had met his death 
in no unusual manner in these times. The gallant gentleman had 

’n meandering round the district in full armour one evening. and 
failed to perceive that a band of base-born peasants, whose cattle 
he had contiseated a few weeks before. were lying in ambush 
waiting for him. He was ignorant of his peril till his  gal- 
lant war steed, stumbling into a cunningly devised pitfall, 
threw its rider over its head; and while he laid prone upon 
the earth his assailants rushed upon him, Had his retainers been 
present to lift the knight on his feet, with the aid of a derrick, he 
would have scattered the base-born ruftians, but as it was—owing 
to the stilfness of the joints and the weight of the armour—he 
could but lie and curse the crowd. 

The crowd was indifferent to his curses. Speedily then, neembers 
of the audience gathered a pile of firewood, and having piled it on 
top of the then victim, they set tire to it, and roasted their enemy 
in his iron shell as they would have roasted a crab, The baron was 
dead, and he was so badly cooked that it was deemed best to bury 
him, armour and all. 

His only child, the Lady El frida, was taken to her uncle’s home, 
where she 

rew in 

~auty along 
wit her 
cousins. As 
has already 
deen men- 
tioned, she 
loved John 
De Smpsthe, 
and this love 
was not un- 
observed nor 
distasteful to 
the aged 
baron. He 
had hoped, 
by a omar. 
riage be- 
tween these 
two, to unite 
two fair 
estates; and 
by this 
means he 
trusted that 
the De 
Smythes 
would add greatly to their power in the district. His son had, 
however, of late, shown a distaste to the life, and the baron had 
resolved to precipitate matters by a —e row. He did not imagine 
his son would take him at his word and leave the castle ; and 
when he knew that such was the case his rage knew no bounds. 

Hurriedly he summoned Geoffrey De Smythe. Geoffrey made 
his appearance in undress, having left his armour off for a rest. 

“So, sirrah,” roared the baron, “your brother has gone off.” 

“ Yes,” said Geolfrey, calmly. “ You told him to go, you know.” 

“Yes, I told him to go, of course, and I have such dutiful sons, 
that he went at once. 1 suppose, now that he is gone, you will be 
as dutiful,” said the baron, with a sneer, 

“ Assuredly, I will, if it is within my power,” said Geoffrey. 

“Well, you have got to marry the Lady Elfrida.” 

“ But she will nut have me at any price,” said Geoffrey. 

“She must have you, or it will be the worse for her. 1 meant John 
to marry her, but since he has gone you must take his place. See 
to the preliminaries at once. Make love to her—serenade her, and all 
the rest of it, and we will have the marriage off in less than no time.” 

“ And if she persists in not marrying me?” 

“Then she shall toa nunnery,” roarcd the baron, as he strode 
from the 
apartment. 

“Here's a 
yretty goa! 

Tere’s a how- 
d’-ye-do! | 
have got to 
marry El frida, 
have |? Well, 
I can't seehow 
it is to be 
done.” 

“Can't sce 
how what is 
to be done?” 
said the Lady 
Elfrida, who 
had _ entered 
the apartment 
in time to 
hear his last 
words, 

“How IT am 
to marry you,” 
said Geoilrey, 
ruefully. 

“But don't 
desire that 
you should 
marry me,” 
said the Lady 
Elfrida, 
hanghtily. 

“Nor do 
to marry you.” said G ve 
© Then why talk of it?” Lady Elfrida. 

“ Because the baron has given me orders to muarry you.” 
(10 be continued newt week.) 


“Your brother has gone off.” 


Entered the apartment in time tu bear lis last words. 


oh cotter a 


uve ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE “FOS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. HIS CHIEF VIRTUE. 


Young Ninnuhammer. 1 tell you what 
that girl Laura's got the brains of a mua 


Wnele Dick, Freeze onter her, Cholly bos $ you's 
all the rest. 


No. 337.—Mr. J. FP. SuUERIDAN, F.O.S. 


“Te an actor, awl a jolly gool ‘nun. Spends most of his time 
in America, but occasionally treats London to a taste of his 
quahty. Has scored lots of successes here, Fun on the Bristol 
aml A Trip to Chicayo amongst them. Was born within a few 
thousand miles of New York, but has not been able to identify 


the exact spot. Consequence is, hundreds of towns claim the Mrs. A. My husband is a very Kool man. 

honour of his birthplace, and quarrel considerably at times. Airs. B. So is mine, dear; but he drinks a lot. 

Especially in the Gooseberry Season. Our hero, who started life Mrs. A. What ?—is drinking one of his failings ? 

ns an infant phenomenon, had some idea at first of taking en- Mrs, B. No; it’s one of his successes, Just out: “ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HuLtnays." 


gagement under the late P. T. Barnum, as the Cleverest Kid on 


Earth, or some other similar title. On mature reflection, BOUNDER’S STRATAGEM; OR, THE CHEAPEST 


however, decided to start life on his own account. Has not 
: bay 


RIDE ON RECORD. 


since regretted it, which is saying a good deal as things go. Is 
«a good American, Can spenk with a twang if necessary. Is a 
veod hand at tall stories, and can mix and drink a cocktail with 
the best man living. Admires Shakespeare, but, strangely 
enough, doesn't believe he could play Hamlet if hetried. Chiefly 
because he’s a cheery American he was created F.O.S., and the 
*sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him September 10th, 1887.” 
—lnbrett Improved, 


LA BELLE FRANCZ. 
The last aristocratic Parisian che. 


yams 


? 
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(1) Dr. Jampouwder (roused bu a violent ringing and hammering at 2 a.M.). Eh? here's my turning. I must get down here, to fetch the old girl's relations—but sg 
What? What's the matter? Hounder (spending Christmas in the wilds), Matter of can't miss your way. Round by the church there, to the north-west by Scat et E 
life and death! Old Mrs. Plum-Duff,of Mud-End-in-the-Clods, is going off the hooks! first red brick lonse, built of stove, with a roof on top. But you can't miss it, for th 

Rich as a Jew, the old cow is! Hurry up, old cock, and your fortune’s made! Look old girl's yelps would straighten a hoop. Pull her through, and you're a made bt 
sharp! Come as you are! Dr. Jampowder. Right! I'll order the trap and be with Hurry up! Bye-bye !——(4) “Near home now. That's what I call getting a ride ot 
you in a moment !-—(2) Ruunder. That's right, doctor, give him beans! Whack his the cheap. Good biz. If the old josser tinds that old lady he'll be pretty clever, 

bead off! (Whack, whack!) Ger-r-r-rup, you old slug! Tchk, tchk !——(3) Well, should say. She may be ill, too, for all I know; I never heard she wasn't. 


SPACES TO LET FOR AOVERTISEMENTS. PUTTING HIS FOOT IN IT. 


GIRLS SLO 
2 


A LIGHT LUNCHEON. 
Sausage and mashed. 


\ “Why didn't von clean your master's boots this mort: | 
WW wy Hawkins?" “Thought I did, mum. 1 cleaucd one ps 
Fenilla, Was they yours?” 


Lor No. 1.—Snitable for Mair Restorer. (One cuinea the 
meht.) Lov No. 2.—Suitable for Starch or Soap 
Advertisements, (10s. 6d. the night.) 


Kinde Lon, “Frey are, miss, gallery — surpence, eeneeeeee eee 


Londou : Triuted at ‘the Camden ress, 110 High Street, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILbERT DALZIEL, at “ The Sloperics," 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Strect, E.C.—Saturday, December 9, 1593. 
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